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would, I believe, have been quite glad to do this, as
he was no less fascinated by this remarkable crea-
ture than I was, but he could not disappoint the
friends who were expecting him, so we eventually
arranged that he should go back alone and send me
my baggage, and that I should stay for a week with
Lawrence and then ride across to Birejik to join
Usher on his way to Diarbekir.
I have seldom enjoyed a week more than that week
at Garchemish, We spent the days in clambering
over the mound, bathing in the Euphrates, carving
figures out of the soft limestone, and above all
talking. Lawrence was then twenty-five, though
he looked about sixteen, but in many respects he
was years older. By his mere personality he had
converted the excavation into a miniature British
consulate. His rough native workmen would
have done anything for him* Slight and fair and
clean-shaven, he was the last person whom one
would have imagined capable of wandering about
in native dress and passing unobserved among the
swarthy and bearded inhabitants, but he had
mastered the local dialect and was apparently
accepted without question wherever he went as a
youth from Jerablus, I had one typical experience
of his way of asserting his position as the unofficial
Qpnsolos, or representative of the great British
Government. While I was at Jerablus, his young
brother came to spend a few days with him, and one
day we three went out on the river in a canoe with
a small Evinrude motor. Just below the trestle
bridge which then carried the construction line
across the river, the motor broke down, and we were
just preparing to leave the canoe stranded on the
shingle and walk home, when we heard two or three

